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lint whatever hU feelings might have'
been, he concealed them admirably.

"Well. I'll tell you" he suld, as he
turned his back squarely upon Street-niii- n

and faced Sir George. "When I

wan drinking Munich beer, I was rath-

er But now that I'm
switched to tea. I've sort of swung
over to the allies."

A burst of laughter, punctuated
with cries of "Bravo!" greeted the an-

swer.
Turning to them all again, "You

gee," he explained, "I like the English
as Individuals, and I like a lot of
their general ways, too. I admire the
easy-goin- g fashion In which they do
business. I commend the fact that
they won't talk shop over a luncheon.
I like their afternoon tea." He smiled
nt Mts Wllloiighby as he said tliut.
"I like the fact that knights and ladles,
clerks and shopgirls take their half-hou-r

off for It. I like the way they
respect their own laws when they de-

cide to make ono they decide at the
same time to keep It. But, collectively,

the English Irritate me, because they're
so blamed sure they're a little bit su-

perior to all the rest of the world.
That's annoying, personally, but I can
and I do admire it as a great racial
quality that's made 'em wlu out a
thousand times. If England gos to
war, It'll take the English about a
year before they realize they have a
war they really are slow, you know
but once they wake up to It they'll
raise the deuce, and I think they'll
win."

Sage noddlngs of various beads and
the exchange of approving glances on
the part of the members of the little
"party or of all but Henry Streetman

set a seal of appreciation upon
Charlie' Brown'a views.

"Please God, you're right!" Sir

propose, or sbo'd married someone else
usual sort of thing, so I paid no at-

tention to the Incident. But one night,
walking along the Champs Elysees, n

man ahead of me suddenly turned
aside behind one or the trees. Silhouet-
ted against the moonlight I saw Ills

hand go to his pocket, as if to draw a
revolver. I ran up to blm, and seized
the pistol. ... It was my young
English friend. I dare sny the moon
had gone to his head. He was quite
desperate really started to struggle
with me nt first. We stood there for
an hour talking. I'd taken quite a

fancy to him. It seemed such a waste
of good material for him to kill him-

self; but he was quite firm. Finally,
I appealed to him as an English officer
In his majesty's service. Some day hl
country might need him I told hlin
and he wouldn't be there, because tie
was a coward a traitor. . . . That
hit him. I pressed the point. And
eventually he gave me tils word."

They had all listened eagerly to
Streetman's vivid recital

"IJId he keep his word?" Ethel asked.
"I don't know! I've never seen him

since; but he's the sort of man who
would. I merely mention the Incident
to show that when nothing else count-
ed, bis country did. And most nieu
are like that" Streetman added, as be
patted Guy Falconer on the hack.

Somehow, Guy resented the familiar-
ity. But he merely moved away. So
far as be knew, Streetman was a de-

cent enough chap. But he did not rel-

ish being patronized by blm.
All at once Sir George Wagstaff no-

ticed for the first time that the after-
noon light was fast fading. Looking
at bis watch, be rose hastily.

"By Jovel" he said, "I'd no Idea It
was so late. I shall have to be getting
back to the admiralty."

"I must be leaving, too," Streetman
announced.

"So must I," said Charlie Brown.
"Good-by- , Miss Willoughby!"

"Oh, don't you hurry off, too!" Ethel
protested. "Stay and have one more
cup of tear In some Inexplicable way
she felt drawn toward the outspoken
American. And she could not avoid
the Impression that they were destined
to know each other better.

"I can't resist you," he said, yielding
at once to her cordial urging. And be
accepted another cup of tea.

Sir George and Streetman were al-

ready at the door when Charlie Brown
called after the older man:

"If there's any news of your fleet for
publication. Sir George, yon'II let me
know?"

"Surely, surely!" came the good-nature- d

answer. And with that Sir
George left them, accompanied by
Streetman, to whom he offered a lift
in bis car.

a Fine Effect of Massed Planting.

news to Miss Willoughby that C'liptult
Keilmohd was culling.

"CnptHln Itedmond!" alie repeated,
as If the news were almost too strange
for belief. "Afck him to coma up,
Brewster."

At the name. Guy Falconer turned
to Ethel Joyfully.

"Larry buck after a whole year?"
he cried. "Isn't that ripping!"

"Oh, we must wait to see Larry!"
his mother suld.

"Oh, Indeed we must!" added,
Georgy.

In another moment Captain Red-
mond stood before them. There was
certainly no question as to his greet-
ing. Guy Falconer all but fell upon
his neck.

"Hello, good people!" flip newcomer
said with an smile. He
was Irish. The hint of the brogue even
In those few words showed that much,
had his dinning blue eyes left any
chance of doubt as to his race. Ad-

miration, us well as affection, shone in
the faces of his friends as they feasted
their own eyes upon him, for the ftp-tai- n

was unquestionably a fine figure
of a man. In his spruce uniform of the
Irish Guards. Ethel Willoughby was
the last to greet him. But when the
rest had released hlin she hnlrt out het
band to blm. ,

"Larry, I am glad to Roe you," she
said from the bottom of her heart.

He stopped short In his acknowl-
edgments of the others' greetings. And
turning abruptly to Ethel, as if he had
eyes for her alone,, be exclaimed:

"Sure, not as much as I am to see
you!" And he fairly beamed his de-

light at seeing her once more.
"When did you get back, old man?"

Guy asked, when they had introduced
Larry and Charlie Brown.

"Only this morning," Captain Red-

mond answered, "but I thought I'd
have to come here directly to pay my
respects to an old friend and I meet
three old friends."

Georgy Wagstaff pouted at that. She
was extremely fond of the dashing of-

ficer and she dearly loved to banter
with him.

"I'm not so terribly old," she object-
ed "or do you think I've aged much?"

"In a year, sure, you've grown
younger. You're only 'a slip of a girl
now; and you were getting to be quite
a young woman when I left," be told
her.

"It's a whole year since you went
away," Ethel Willoughby half whis-

pered to Redmond as he came nearer
her.

"And It seems a hundred!" he de-

clared. Charlie Brown, catching his
reply to her, knew of a certainty that
he was Irish. But underneath the cap-

tain's fulsome remarks there often lay
a sincerity that was more deeply root-

ed than a casual bystander might sup-

pose.
Mr. Brown felt that he must really

tear himself away from that interest-
ing party.

"Good-by- . Miss Willoughby!" he
said. "Good-by- , captain! I bate to
bust up a reunion like this, but I've
got to get buck and write a piece for
the paper."

Still Mrs. Falconer would not let her
son's friend escape quite yet

"Mr. Brown." she said, "for some
reason I like you. I fancy it's because
you amuse me. Why don't you dlue
with us?- - Terhaps If I ask Captain
Redmond, Ethel will come."

"Let's dine early," Guy said. "Don't
bother to dress. We'll go to the Savoy
grill and meanwhile I'll get tickets for
the Palace. There's an awfully clever
American girl there now."

"We'll pick you up here, Ethel," his
mother added "say in half an hour.
We might be able to motor to Rich-

mond for dinner and still see the
show."

"Will you pick me up here, too?"
Captain Redmond asked.

"In half an hour!" she agreed.
In the doorway Georgy Wagstaff

cast a roguish glance back at her
pretty governess.

spent i be doctor
stated that I would
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an operation
and that without it
I would not live onPI year. My husband
objected to any
operation and got
me some of Lydia E.

! 1 Pinlcham's Vegeta-
ble Compound. I took
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to fet better and am now well, ana
stout and able to do my own housework.
1 can recommend the Vegetable Com-

pound to any woman who is sick and
run down as a wonderful strength and
health restorer. My husband says X

would have been in my grave ere this
If it hud not been for your Vepetabla
Compound." Mrs. Elanche Jeffe
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Before submitting to a surgical opera-
tion it is wise to try to build up tha
female system and cure its derange-
ment with Lydia E. I'inkham's Vege-

table Compound ; it has saved many
women from surgical operations.

"Write to tho Lydia K. Plnkham
Medicinei Co., Lyun, Mass., for
advice it will be confidential.
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SEEK PRESERVATION OF ELK

Nation Is Waking to the Danger of the
Extinction of Animal In This

Country.

There are, according to estimates
mude by the National Sportsmen,
about 100,000 elk in this country, of
which 2,200 are in captivity In 125 dif-

ferent places. The largest herd, num-

bering, according to the government
census, between 50,(MK and 55,000, Is
in the Yellowstone region. In the
summer those elk rnnge in the vicinity
of the continental divide in the park.
Since the settlement of the vulleyn the
elk which are forced to descend from
the mountains in the winter in order
to obtain food have starved In large
numbers. Since I'M), winter feeding
has been provided by the state of
Wyoming und the federal government
and recently congress appropriated
$50,000 for the purchase of 2,000 acres
near Jackson, Wyo., where sufficient
hay can be raised each year to feed
the herds during the winter. During
late years the government has experi-
mented with small herds numbering
about 100, which have been transferred
to 13 different states for the purpose
of restocking reservations. In this
way it Is hoped that wild elk can be
retained in this country permanently.
The Adirondack herd was rapidly ap-

proaching extinction when the govern-
ment and the state of New York took
a hand. It is believed that after the
fate of the buffalo many states will at-

tempt to encourage the propagation of
elk in country which Is unfit for farm-
ing.

The Expense.
MI am In favor of peace at any

price."
"Yes," replied the pessimist; "but

suppose you wake up some morning
and find you haven't got the price?"

Near Drente, Holland, the petrified
body of a womnn buried 1,700 years
ago has been excavated.

Some people become so busy that
they have no time to do nnything.

Brightens
One Up

There Is something about
Grape-Nut- s food that bright-
ens one up, infant or adult
both physically and mentally.

What is it

Just its delightful flavor,
and the nutriment of whole
wheat and barley, including
their wonderful body and
nerve building mineral ele-

ments!

A crisp, ready-to-e- at food,
with a mild sweetness all its
own; distinctive, delicious,
satisfying

Grape-Nu- ts

"There's a Reason"

If you recall your history les-

ions, you'll remember the hard
time the North had to get
enough soldier during the Civil
war, and how finally conscrip-
tion was adopted. You know,
too, that the English have had
to use conscription to get enough
men In the present conflict. Pa-

triotism Is a queer thing with
most of us. We wave flags and
enjoy Fourth of July oratory,
but many of us are Inclined to
shy at real sacrifice. An Inter-
esting discussion of the subject
comes up In this Installment.

An English tea party at the home of
Sir George Wagstaff of the British ad
snlralty, Includes Charlie Brown
American newspaper reporter, and
Streetman, a German spy. The group
Js discussing a possible European war,

CHAPTER VI Continued.

"Ton do talk like a German,' he
(old Streetman after be bad blown out
a cloud of smoke.

"That Is a matter of opinion," the
other replied stiffly.

"Yes, I think be talks like a Ger
man, too," Georgy Wagstaff chimed
in. "But as we know be Isn't one.
does It really matter? ... Go on,

gentlemen! Argue!" Sir George's
daughter was having the time of her
young life.

"Here's one thing I'd like to know.'
Guy put In "where on earth Is all
the blooming money to come from?"

"My dear boy, there's nothing so
clastic as national credit," his friend
fron the States replied with a calm
assurance that came partly from the
speaker's having, at one time in bis
career, conducted the financial page
for his newspaper. "Why, down In that
two-by-fo- affair In Mexico, one of
their week-en- d presidents ran out of
money; so he Issued an order for fifty
thousand dollars, stuck a gun In the
other gentleman's chest and said,
'That Is worth fifty thousand dollars''
and It was,"

Mcs. Falconer felt that It was hard- -

iy proper that the men should monopo
lize all the conversation.

"I can't believe there will really be
n war n great war," she announced
"Think what it would mean absolute
barbarism! And this Is the twentieth
century."

"It would put us back a hundred
years," Sir George declared wearily.
He both realized and dreaded the hor
rors that he knew must Inevitably at
tend such a titanic struggle as seemed
imminent.

"It's too horrible to think of," Ethel
Willoughby exclaimed with something
approaching a shudder. "It doesn't
seem real that we're sitting here quite
calmly talking over even the possibil-
ity of such a thing.'

"And this won't be a war like other
wars," the American pointed out
"There'll be no personal heroes no
charges up San Juan hill no bands
playing or flags flying. It's going to
be a cold, deadly thing of mathemat
ics and mobilizations, of big guns and
submarines, of aeroplanes and ammu
nltlon, of millions of little mites called
men. who will be only little, unimpor-
tant cogs In the big machine. It's
going to be brutal, cruel, barbarous
murder, conducted on the most modern
acieutlfic basis."

"And afterwards what'll we do for
uipu?" Georgy Wagstaff inquired
thoughtfully, as If the dearth of males
that threatened the world were a ca
lamity almost too great to face. "Not
that I really care so much about that
personally," she added, with an Insin-
uating glance at Guy Falconer, who
always dogged her footsteps, "for men
bore me."

"Thanks!" Guy remarked. If Georgy
had a fault (a possibility he was set
doin willing to admit, even to himself)
he felt that It consisted of a caustic
tongue. And occasionally the thought
of living with her. facing her across
the breakfast table, for Instance, put
a vague fear Into him. Up to the pres-

ent time, however, he had always suc-

ceeded in ridding himself of such mis-
givings.

"And who do yon think is going to
win, Mr. Brown?" Sir George put the
question abruptly. He, as well as
Streetman, perceived that their some-

what bizarre guest from the other side
of the Atlantic bad gathered unto him-

self a surprising fund of Information
during his short stay In their midst

Before. Charlie Brown could reply,
the spy Streetman threw himself into
the conversational gap.

"I'm sure from what Mr. Brown has
laid he agrees with me that the Ger-

mans have the best chance," he inter-
posed.

Mr. Brown himself merely smiled at
Jbe Interruption. He may have
thought Streetman a cad a lobster,
fee would probably have termed blm.

A Driveway Made Beautiful With

EFFECTS IN MASSING

By L. M. BENNINGTON.
Two recent photographs showing

handsome California homes, one at
Berkeley, and the other the Smith
home at Oakland, Illustrate nicely one
of the principles of art that the muker
of a garden will do well to study. It
Is the general schf-ni- e producing an ef-

fect with masses of plants, and with
foliage thrown duringly into back-

ground or foreground with little ap-

parent thought for the individual
plant

It follows the Idea of the little
darky who came home one day with
a crude drawing made In school. The
little boy held up proudly the .product
and said :

"See, mammy, here am what I done
drawed today."

"What dat?" the mother.
"Hits er cow," said the little fel-

low.
"Yas, hits er cow, nil right," Raid

the mother, "but whar am de tail?"
"De teacher she done tole me," re-

sponded the child, "dat so long as de
general effect am good, neber mind de-

tail."
That Is the theory shown striking-

ly by these two Cullfornla pictures. In
one is found a heavy mussing of green
effects In the buckground, with the
same general scheme of mnss being ap-

plied to the plants and grasses border-
ing the driveway. Not a single one of
the trees or plants stands out individ-
ually, but they all blend Into a gen-

eral purpose. '
In the second picture the mass Is

transferred from background to fore-

ground, leaving the house Itself to
stand boldly forth against the skyline.
In directly opposite ways the pictures
show effects of mass arrangement. It
belongs to Its school of art, and to
art as applied to the garden, as clearly
as the same theory has place In paint--In- g

In oils.
And it must be remembered that It

takes more real work to get effect
from a seemingly disordered mass1

than it doea to care for striking, In-

dividual and Isolated elements.

I'll f
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Oalalea and Palms Massed Together
Home

8weden's Income Increased.

A statement of the national income
of Sweden for 1915, received from
American Minister Ira N. Morris, at
Stockholm, gives a total of $40,312,816,

an increase over the 1914 figures,
which were $39,949,540. During the
month of December, however, the 1915

figures of $3,266,021 showed a de-

crease from $4,012,190 in December,
1914. The estimate of income which
wao made for 1914 was slightly less
than the actual amount received,
will' he estimate for 1915 was $42,- -

AMONG THE FLOWERS

Cut flowers of unnuals that seed
freely and proloi.g the seuson of
bloom. If allowed to mature seeds,
they cease to bloom.

Don't neglect the potted plants ; wa-

ter well, and shade from the after-
noon sunshine.

When shude Is recommended, dark-
ness or dense shade are not meunt
All plants require a good light

Many plants will bear strong sky
light that would be badly danaged if
set In strotig sunshine.

For potted plants that mnst have
sunshine, set the pots In a Jardiniere,
or set In a box with a pneking of mosa
around them to encourage moisture.

Koot geranium slips now, if yon
want winter bloomers. Keep growing
thriftily, pinching off all buds until
late September.

To root hurdwood, shrubbery plants,
cut Just below the Joint, as all slips
send out roots from the Joint, whether
soft or hardwood.

Do not make the mistake of rooting
for winter bloomers plants thut bloom
only In the summer. Some geraniums
bloom more freely than others.

Evaporation Is rapid ; if showers are
few, the plunts will become stunted
from thirst; if too much ruin, weeds
must not be allowed to choke the
plants.

All shrubby pot plants should be set
In a sheltered pluce, out of doors, with
good light, but some shade during the
hot season, where strong winds cannot
rack them.

Prune older, weaker branches from
shrubs and roses that are done bloom-

ing, and mulch roots.
Cut and pile sod for pot compost

later.
Weather seldom affects weeds ad-

versely.
Heavy shade is often worse than

strong sunlight
Sow seeds for basket plant and win-

dow garden now.
Prune out the branches of the dahlia

to promote development of flowers;
water well and tie to stakes.
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Form a Foreground of Beauty for tha
Setting.

705,800, so that the income for the
latter year was more than $2,000,000

lower than waa estimated.

Man Bound to Succeed.
It is the man who carefully pegs his

way up step by step, with his mind be-

coming wider and wider, and progres-
sively better able to grasp any theme
or situation, persevering In what be
knows to be practical and concentrat-
ing his thought upon it who Is bound
to succeed in the greatest degree
Alexander Graham Bell.

George Wagstaff cried fervently, with
a show of emotion that was, for blm.
most unusual.

"Please God, he is! Mrs. Falconer
agreed.

"I do hope so! The Germans are so
aggresslvel" Ethel Willoughby ob
served.

"And so rude!" Georgy added. She
could not forget much less forgivt
having been shouldered off a sidewalk
in Berlin by the kaiser's haughty oln
cers.

"Ah! But I fancy that pride In one's
country Is a universal trait in every
nation," her more moderate father said

"Exactly! And as Mr. Brown has
pointed out, we English have a tenden
cy to be somewhat superior also." Aa
he spoke, Streetman rose. He was be-

coming restless under the galling of
that one-side- d discussion of the merits
of the nations.

"Well. I hope there Isn't any war!"
Guy Falconer said fervently. "If there
is, you can bet your boots I'm not
going near It."

"Guy!" Sir George turned upon him
with incredulity writ large upon his
fine face.

"Oh, I mean It Sir George." Guy
Insisted shamelessly. "If It comes to
war, this will be a war of millions.
If there are a thousand men khled in
a battle or only nine hundred and
ninety-nine- , what difference does It
make except to the thousandth man?
. . . None! But If I happened to
be he, lt'd represent a deuce of a lot
to me, and, with my luck, I'd be the
first man shot anyhow. . . . No,
sir! Military service is not compul-

sory In England, thank heaven! And
If there Is a war, I'm going to sit
home at my club and discuss very
harshly the mistakes of the war office."

Guy's mother regarded him with no
less amazement than did Sir George.

"My son you're not serious?" she
exclaimed, scarcely believing what she
beard. '

"Of course be Is!" said Georgy. "I
never saw a man who thought as
much of his own precious hide so
much more than anyone else thinks of
it!"

"If you'ee quite In earnest Guy, I

am positively ashamed of you," Sir
George Wagstaff told blm. Aa a man
who was high In the councils of his
country. Sir George did Indeed hear
the young man's declaration with
something bordering upon alarm, as
well as mere disapproval. If other
English youths should take the same
attitude as Guy's, he foresaw endless
trouble for the recruiting stations.

"If I were shot" Guy retorted, "I
suppose the fact that I could say,
'Now, Sir George Is not ashamed of
me, would ease the pain a bit? . . .

No, thank you! I tell you, if worse
comes to worst, I shall sail for Cuba."

At that his mother approached him
much as she must have when as a
small boy he had been guilty of naugh-

tiness. She thought It high time to
assert her authority.

Guy," she said, "I forbid you to
talk like that."

Oh, now, mother" he remon
strated.

"I think he's spoofing," Charlie
Brown told thejn, as quick to adopt a
new word as he was to detect signs of
shamming on, Guy's part "If war
conies, I bet he II go to the front, lie s

like the rest of you English half
ashamed to say what be really feels."

The embarrassed Guy faced him
sheepishly.

"Oh, I say that's all swank!" he re
monstrated.

"'Swank!' That's a good word!"
Charlie Brown exclaimed. "I'm going
to take that back to America, too."
And then, returning to the subject of
their conversation, who was manifest
ly 111 at ease, Mr. Brown continued,
"Once you do touch Guy on the raw
of bis patriotism he'd go through and
go through big."

I thlulr Mr. Brown is right," Street- -

man declared. "It was only two months
ago at the Rita In Paris that I met a
young English officer. We got to chat-
ting. He seemed very down In the
month some trouble over a girl; he'd
been Jilted, or hadn't enough money to

CHAPTER VII.

Redmond of the Irish Guards.
Charlie Brown bad thanked his friend

of the British admiralty. And now he
said to those who still lingered there la
Miss Willoughby's sitting room

"You know, I think there is going to
be news and mighty soon. You listen
to me."

"We have been listening with great
pleasure," Mrs. Falconer Informed him.
"But now we must go."

He sprang to his feet
"That is a bit of a hint" he ex-

claimed, albeit with entire good humor.
"But don't forget I told you I loved to
talk!" -

"You'll come again?" Ethel asked
him.

"Often, I hope!" be said heartily, as
be took the band she held out to blm.

"Good-by- , Charlie!" Guy Falconer
said with a wink that the others did
not catch. "If I don't see you before I

"I Shall Have to Be Getting Back to
the Admiralty."

sail, drop me a postal. My address
will be In care of the General Post Of-

fice, Havana, Cuba."
Charlie Brown smiled at him Indul-

gently. He knew Just how serious Guy
was In regard to shirking his duty. But
Mrs. Falconer was still troubled by
her son's apparent disaffection.

"Please, Guy!" she pleaded. She
could not bear to hear her own child
brand himself as unpatriotic, if not an
actual coward.

"I never knew till now that yon
were a Spartan mother," Guy told her.
"Besides, I didn't think you'd want to
see your own little boy all shot to
pieces."

They were on the point of leaving
when Sir George's butiwr brought the

what do you think will come
out of this meeting between
Redmond and his old sweetneart
Ethel Willoughby? Is It likely
that the girl will tell him the
truth at once?

(TO US CONTINUED.)

What's Keeping 'Em Out.
A Philadelphia editor says that

CharleB Frohman, before setting off
on the Lusitanla's last voyage, joked
a good deal about London's theaters
In war time.

"The London revues," he said one
day, "have funny names 'Come Over
Here' and 'Stop Your Fooling,' and
'Oh, Be Careful.' A good title for one
of these thinly attended revues
would be 'What's Keeping 'Em Out?'

"The last rovue I visited the audi-

ence hardly numbered a hundred. I
said to the manager consolingly:

"'What's keeping them out? I
guess it's the war, eh?'

H 'No,' he growled, with an oath and
a side glance at tha author. 'No, it's
the price.' "

Wolf Chummed With Dog.
A timber wolf recently ran about

the streets of this city In company
with a Russian wolf bound. No one
recognized the wolf as an animal not
commonly found in civilized commun-
ities, although the animal appeared
on the principal streets for several
days.

' It was taken for a dog until the
local papers reported the escape of
the animal from a cage at the home
of William Seagel at Durand. The
wolf was coaxed back to Ha cage by
catching the dog and leading It into
the lnclosure. Owasso Correspond
ent Detrot Fre Press,

,'.,


